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JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW HE 
MADE IT 


. Chapter V 


T WAS a chill evening in October and Jamie 
and Uncle Max had gone into the garden to 
cover up the late flowers, lest a frost should 
come and nip them. Jamie stood looking 
about at the many bare patches which earlier 
had been a mass of blended color, and as 
Uncle Max began spreading down newspapers 
he gave a little sigh and said: 

“The story flowers are all gone, aren’t they, Uncle 
Max? the ones that showed me what to have in my thought- 
garden?” 

Uncle Max glanced around. 

““That golden-glow over yonder,” he said, ‘‘that stands 
so straight and tall (if it’s well tied up) and makes such a 
gorgeous show over the heads of the more modest posies— 
did I ever tell you that it reminds me of people who have a 
great deal of money?” 

“Guess I can’t raise that kind of a plant for my 
mamma,” smiled Jamie ruefully. ‘“‘It took my only dollar 
to buy Howard’s Sunday school shoes. Isn’t it funny, 
Uncle Max, that Howard never makes faces any more and 
Sport never snaps—only at sticks. Those love pinks worked 
just right that time, didn’t they 

“They always work right in the long run, laddie. 
Love, real love, can’t fail to do somebody good. It’s the 
most powerful thing in all the world. Even golden-glow- 
wealth, as I call it, has to take a back seat when love pinks 
begin to flourish.” 

“Do I know any one who had golden-glow in his 
thought garden? You haven't, I guess, else you wouldn’t 
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be so glad when a check comes for your poetry; and my 
papa hasn’t ’cause he would have taken me to England, too, 
if it hadn’t cost so much.” 

Uncle Max smiled at the little boy’s reasoning. 

“You’ ve hit the hard facts pretty squarely, old man,’ 
he said. “I certainly haven’t any riches, and your aeldy 
isn’t much better off, I’m afraid; but you do know some one 
very well who once had an immense bed of golden-glow— 
and that is none other than your charming little school- 
mistress, Evelyn Fay.” 

“Miss Fay!”” gasped Jamie. ‘Why, she wears the 
plainest dresses. Not a bit raggedy, but awful plain.” 

““She didn’t wear that kind when I first knew her— 
only I didn’t see her dresses very often. She hadn’t any 
time to waste on a humble poet in those days. I tell you 
“queen hollyhocks with butterflies for crowns’ ran riot in her 
thought garden then, Jamie boy. Fun, no end of it, and 
dahlias and gladiole—whew.”’ 

*“What are dahlias and glad—those glad things >” 

**Pride and elegance, little man; and this red salvia— 
that’s display. She had a whole lot of that, too. Those 
red things usually go with wealth, you know, and she really 
had a very big bed of golden-glow.”” 

“‘Where is it now?” asked Jamie wonderingly. 

“Well, you see her papa went away— 

““Up to God’s house >”’ 

Uncle Max nodded. 

“And just then a big wind of ill fortune beat the 
golden-glow all down on the ground, and other people 
trampled on the stalks and carried off the flowers.” 

“Huh. If I’d been there!”” fumed Jamie, clenching 
his small fist. 

“If you had been there you couldn’t have done a thing, 
not even persuaded her to accept the finest carnation you 
ever raised.” 

“‘That’s a choice kind of love flower, isn’t it?’’ inter- 
posed wise little Jamie. Uncle Max smiled in assent as he 
went on: 

“‘She’d have thought you were offering it because you 
were sorry for her, and she’d have hedged herself around 
with slim spikes of gladiole—pride. Then you'd have had 
to sit still and watch that blessed girl.” 
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“*She’s a big grown-up lady, Uncle Max,” Jamie in- 
formed him rebukingly. 

““Excuse me. You'd have had to sit and watch that 
blessed big grown-up lady digging away at that bachelor 
button bed of hers.” 

“*Self-reliance; I know,”’ Jamie interjected. 

“Until she had herself teaching a lot of wigglesome 
little boys, and her frail house-plant of a mother growing 
hardy and sensible in the little dove-cot under the elms.” 

**And hasn’t she a bit of money—I mean golden-glow 
—any more>” asked Jamie pityingly. 

“*She has truer riches than that, laddie. A number of 
dear, bright flowers have come up where the golden-glow 
was trampled out; daisies of kindness, red and white clover 
of humility, and patience, buttercups of good cheer, and 
brave, sunny dandelions of usefulness. Pansies, too, of 
peace and content; heartsease is their other name.” 

“I guess her heart is real easy now that Howard has 
quit squeaking his lead pencil and doing bothery things like 
that. She looked awful smiley and pretty this morning when 
I gave her that bowl of ’sturtiums. I told her how high 
they grew on the side of the house and how Jack Frost 
hasn’t got them yet, and she said they are ambitious, like me, 
climbing high in my school record. That makes a new 
thought flower for me, doesn’t it? And I am going to have 
all those Miss Fay has, too.” 

“Sure enough, you were going to practice usefulness 
tonight, weren’t you? Was it a yeast cake Mrs. Flynn 
asked you to get at the store?” 

Jamie looked shrinkingly down the three-bordered street 
where already the night shadows were falling heavily, with 
yi! here and there an electric light marking out a bright 
circle. 

“Tt’s—it’s getting pretty dark, and I think maybe Mrs. 
Flynn wouldn’t mind going after the yeast cake herself,” 
he stammered, edging close to Uncle Max, who had spread 
the last paper and was starting for the house. 

“But what about that ugly old milkweed plant—fear 
—that we have been trying to uproot?’’ asked Uncle Max, 
patting Jamie’s shoulder as they walked. ‘‘Just this one 
giving in to the cowardly feeling will make it grow bigger 
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than ever and will scatter little feathery seeds of habit to 
cause you more trouble by and by.” 

“Oh, dear,”’ sighed Jamie, “‘it’s awful hard work to 
raise a thought garden.” 

““‘Want to give it up, son, and just let the weeds have 
their way >” 

““N-o, ‘cause I saw a man today who must have done 
that, and he wasn’t having a good time.’ 

hollyhocks of fun, hey?” 

“I guess if he ever had any fun it must have been like 
poppies, and the pretty petals tumbled off in his hand. Any- 
how he looked awfully sorry about something, and he was so 
dirty and mussed up, sitting on a log in the woods. Leslie 
and Howard and I gave him most of our lunch; it was when 
we were after chestnuts, you know. He ate it fast, I tell 
you. 

““What made you think he hadn’t taken good care of 
his thought garden?” 

“Oh I could see weeds just sticking out of him; fire- 
weed, that you told me makes red noses, was as plain as 
anything. And he acted afraid all the time; when Patsy 
sniffed at him, he jumped.” 

“Poor fellow, his thoughts must surely have been a 
regular bramble patch. When people have done wrong, 
laddie, a crop of fear weeds is sure to follow, and that is the 
only thing that ought to make fear weeds grow. Boys who 
mean to be manly and true and kind every minute haven’t 
a thing in the world to be afraid of, in the day or night. 
Why, what is there to fear, when God is everywhere inside 
of them, and outside, too; when he made them out of a little 
piece of himself, so they can’t possibly get away from his 
Love?” 

“T forgot that God is in me,” mused Jamie. “I know 
what I'll do, Uncle Max, when I’m going down the street 
for that yeast cake. If I feel afraid at the dark places I'll 
shut my eyes and look inside, and then I'll be all right.” 

the: idea, old chap. Turn your eyes toward 
the light every time. That’s what makes sunflowers of hap- 
piness—looking always towards the sun. We'll try to re- 
member after this that the sun of God’s presence is right in 
our own hearts, won’t we, laddie>? Off for the store, are 
you? I’ve just noticed some candy-tuft growing in my 
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thought garden. Suppose you take this quarter along and 
see if you can spend it.’ 

Jamie and Uncle Max had been to see the big Thanks- 
giving football game, and the small boy was stili carrying a 
flag of his uncle’s college when the two left the elevated 
road and strolled across the park towards home. Uncle 
Max was carrying something else—a long pasteboard box, 
which Jamie had seen the florist fill with great fringed 
chrysanthemums, and Jamie knew without asking that it 
would be left at Miss Fay’s door as they passed. At the 
Oak street corner the popcorn woman came in sight and 
Jamie raced ahead to buy some of her wares, for he knew 
they were to dine at the “Dove Cot” that night, and as his 
adored teacher was to prepare the meal, he meant to spare 
her what he could by partly filling up beforehand. He was 
munching relishingly at the crisp kernels when Uncle Max 
caught up, and as he held out the bag invitingly he said: 

“Tf ’santhums are thankfulness flowers, like you said, 
my thought garden must be looking pretty nice now.” 

Uncle Max pinched Jamie’s ear teasingly. 

“Has Evelyn Fay promised to marry you too?” he 
exclaimed. ‘‘I thought I was the only chap who had had a 
great windfall of happiness lately.” 

Jamie grunted disgustedly. 

“Uncle Max,” he said severely, “you haven’t gone 
and forgotten that my mamma is coming home in three 
weeks? "Course it’s nice that Miss Fay likes you when you 
thought she didn’t, and I’m glad as anything that she'll be 
my auntie; but that isn’t like having a father and mother 
come back from away across the water, and bringing a real 
English spaniel for your very own. 

suppose not,”’ admitted Uncle Max, meekly, 
it does very well for a substitute if one isn’t to have the 
spaniel ; and it certainly has made more thanksgiving flowers 
bloom in my thought garden than anything else that ever 
happened.” 

Just then Patsy came tearing down the street, giving 
quick yelps of delight. He frisked about Uncle Max’s legs 
and then pounced upon Jamie, leaving a muddy smirch upon 
his collar and knocking the bag of popcorn into the gutter. 

“‘Down, Patsy,” commanded Uncle Max, and the 
dog obeyed, still wagging his tail joyously. 
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Into Jamie’s cheeks had flushed a sudden red, which 
slowly faded out, telling a little story of victory. The boy 
stooped and patted his four-footed friend. 

“You didn’t know any better, did you, Patsy,” he 
said gently. ‘“‘And you were awful glad to see us, weren't 
you, old fellow>’’ Then looking up at Uncle Max, he 
asked: ‘Do you think my mamma will notice that I have 
pretty near got rid of those temper-burdocks >?” 

**Trust a body’s mother for noticing that sort of thing, 
laddie. She'll notice some other improvements, too, if I’m 
any guesser. The boy who came to me used to cry and 
fret sometimes; had plantain and chickweed, you remember, 
in his pansy bed of content. Mrs. Fylnn thought he was 
rather troublesome in those days, but now I believe she 
would like to keep him here always.” 

“T run lots of errands for her,’’ explained Jamie, “‘and 
I pick my playthings up all the time now. She says my 
for-get-me-not thought-flowers are a great comfort to her.” 

“*She enjoys your bright geraniums of cheerfulness, too, 
I am sure. That is a plant that helps the people who look 
at it as much as the one who raises it. It shows as plainly 
in one’s face, you know, as those pink blossoms up there in 
my study window.” 

“I guess there'll be plenty of cheerfulness g’raniums in 
my face three weeks from today,’’ chuckled Jamie, begin- 
ning to skipety-hop. “‘My mamma will see that much of 
my thought garden right away.” 

The boy. and the dog chased up the walk together, dis- 
turbing Pussy Gray’s nap on the lowest step. Uncle Max 
looked after them, smilingly. 

“That thought-garden scheme,” he mused, “worked 
better than the ‘firm hand’ which sister told me I would have 
to use. Another score for the methods of love, and another 
chrysanthemum in my boquet of thanksgiving.” 


(THE END.) 


The Wees will all be glad to know that Elizabeth 
Pettinger has sent us the first chapter of a charming story, 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” for the 
New Wee Wisdom. Doesn’t that sound good? 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month be- 
fore the date of issue. 


ELL, summer has come upon us all of a sudden. 
It takes such hot weather as this to bring forth 
the corn and other crops, so we ought not to 
mind it. I suppose that you will all celebrate 
the Fourth in great style. We shall have a 
picnic at Budd Park, as usual. The folks 
have a good time at the Sunday School picnic, 
for grownups and little ones all run races and 

play together. 

This is the last time that Wee Wisdom will come to 
you in her present dress. Next month she will celebrate 
her birthday by blossoming forth in a brand new dress, and 
filled with a lot of new ideas. 

You must all have a letter for the birthday party. Be 
sure to write it at once, so that it will not miss getting in for 
the grand celebration. Tell how you use God everyday to 
help you in the problems that confront you. Tell how you 
relieve sickness and worry by prayer. Tell how you help 
papa and mamma. Let’s have every letter filled with help- 
fulness and praise. It is the duty of every Booster to spread 
joy and sunshine. How do you do it? We shall also 
need some stories for the party. If you have one that will 
help us all, send it in. 

Keep a lookout for Wee Wisdom in her new dress next 
month. With lots of love, ROYAL. 


Bey 48 
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West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother read to us Sunday about the Good 
Words Club. She always reads to us from Weekly Unity on Sunday. 
We hope to be in Kansas City in time to see the Unity Farm and 
oil well. It seems awfully good to think of Royal being back at Unity, 
and I suppose you are all glad too. Yesterday being Sunday, we 
went to the Park with a basket of lunch, camp chairs and hammock. 
We had just started our lesson when it began to rain. We hurriedly 
packed everything in our little wagon, and started for home but just 
as we got to the gate the wagon tipped over and spilled lunch, chairs, 
books and hammock out on the ground. We had to stand in the rain 
and laugh, it was so like a comedy. We got home without further 
mishap. Virginia and | passed our grades as usual and I received an 

eighth grade diploma. Goodbye. 
Earnest P. Baltzell, 1. H. S. Club. 


San Luis Obispo, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for a year. I 
have the three little monkeys, and wish to be a Booster. Why don’t 
we hear more from the Boosters about what God has done for them, 
and the demonstrations they make? It is very nice to read about their 
homes and their pets, of course, yet'I like to hear about God and what 
he does for little boys and girls. I am only six years old. I have 
saved my money and have it ready for the larger Wee Wisdom. 
Lovingly, Arthur Simpson, Jr. 
Arthur’s mother writes: ‘When Arthur received his 
pin he said, ‘How is a boy going to be so good all at once? 
I guess I will wear my pin one day, and take it off the 
next.” That shows a loyal spirit that wants to be true to 
what the pin stands for while he is wearing it. Good for 
you, Arthur. 
Mt. Vernon, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am going to visit with you a whole year, 
which makes me very glad, for I think you are very interesting. The 
poem of the keys in the last Wee Wisdom is good. I have memorized 
it and am going to put it into practice. Yours in Truth, 


Marie Remsburg. 


Marie has the right idea about things, for it is not what 
you know, but how much you practice it, that counts. 


Union, Ore. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you that a few months ago I 
received a letter from a Booster, but lost it before I had time to 
answer it. I am very sorry, and hope she will read this and let me 
hear from her again. I love to ride horseback, and have been riding 
for eight years. We moved to this place seven years ago, and | can 
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look back to when we moved—I was only five—and like all little 
tots believed in Santa Claus. We moved two days before Christmas, 
and | didn’t want to move because I thought Santa Claus wouldn't 


know where we lived. Your loving Wee, Ethel Miller. 


Keene, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you how much I like 
you. I am in the seventh grade and am eleven years young. I have 
a little brother and sister who both like you. My sister’s name is 
Virginia and my brother's name is John. John is six and Virginia is 
eight. John is in the second grade and Virginia is in the third grade. 
My Daddy works for the Southern Pacific Railroad Company. Vir- 
ginia and | are taking music lessons every week. Virginia takes on the 
piano and I take on the violin. We go down to take our lessons every 
Friday morning on No. 109 and come back and No. 108. I am 
reading “Jamie’s Thought Garden and How He Made It.” I live 
in the Tehachipi Mountains and | have a little pony and a nice dog 

named Duke. Yours with love, Osmond Burton. 

Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wees—Wee Wisdom has just ar- 
rived and been read, and now | am think- 
ing how another month will have to pass 
before I see it again. I went over to a 
friend's house the other day, and to- 
gether we explored two haunted houses. 
They were not really haunted, of course, 
_| but only uninhabited. It required some 
| grit to visit them, but we enjoyed it. 
Isn't the Spring wonderful? It seems to 
have come earlier than usual here. Our 
orchard is beautiful, and it all happened, 
oh so soon. One night a tiny bud peeped 
out and the next morning it seemed as if 
a fairy had touched each tree with a 
wand. It was as if Christmas trees and 
Fairyland were combined. When we get 
up onto the mountain and look into the valley, it seems like snow. 


Love to all the Wees, Harriet Eells. 


Harriet has painted a very pretty picture for us, and it 
shows she is a lover of the beautiful things God creates. 


Loomis, Neb. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou just arrived today and I| was glad to see 
you. I have made a friend through you, and have received three 
lovely letters from her. Her name is Florence Wager. Since I was 
healed through the Word of Truth I have been perfectly well. 
When I get a little cold or feel ill I at once ask God to help me, and 
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I am sure to be healed. I am so happy when I wake in the morning 
I just want to sing like the thrushes. I am sending for a Booster pin 
for my little sister Gladys. She is so interested in the Magic Pillows 
and wants to be a Booster. I vote for a larger Wee Wisdom. With 
heaps of love to all the Wees, Irene Thorell. 
You have written a good letter Irene and we can tell 
you are a loyal and true Booster. 
Trenton, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to learn that Wee Wisdom is 
going to be enlarged and have new departments. I am interested in 
the Puzzle page and am inclosing a Printer’s Pi of a well known 
nursery rhyme, which I would like to see in the New Wee Wisdom 
if you can use it. I am patiently waiting for the next number, and 
you have my best wishes for the success of the New Wee Wisdom. 
Yours lovingly, Helen Packer. 

Thank you for your contribution, Helen. The editor 
of the Puzzle Page is puzzling her own brain to produce 
original puzzles, so she thanks you for any help you can 
give. 

Here are Ida and Hilda Dor- 
man, of Scranton, Iowa, who write 
to cast their votes in favor of a 
bigger Wee Wisdom. Their ad- 
dress is R. F. D. 5, and they would 
like to hear from some of the 
Boosters. They almost look like 
twins, don’t they? 


Carl Ferguson, of Boonville, 
New York, sends a story, but since 
it is a Christmas story we will hold 
it for a little while. 

Isabel Kettering, of Newman, 
California sends an offering, for 
which she has our sincere thanks. 


Augusta C. Dixon, of New 
York City sends a story which we 
will not have room to publish this month. 

Irene and Robert Parker, of Detroit, Mich., write to 
tell us they are in favor of a larger Wee Wisdom. We are 
glad so many of the Boosters approve, and we know you 
will all boost it with your good thoughts for its success. 


Helen A. Best, of New Bedford, Mass., writes for a 
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good prosperity statement to hold. Here is the best pros- 
perity statement we know, for it affirms that we are doing 
as we were instructed by Jesus Christ: “I seek first the 
Kingdom of God and his righteousness, and all good things 
are added unto me.”’ Isn’t it wonderful to know we don’t 
have to be concerned with seeking things, for they are all 


added when we find the Kingdom of God. 


Bertha Faust, of Needham Heights, Mass., wants a 
prayer for her ears. Remember Bertha, you do not hear 
with your ears but with your mind, and say silently and 
confidently: ‘The healing, harmonizing Power of the 
— is manifest in my ears, and every avenue is open and 
ree. 


Marguerite Richardson, Loomis Nebraska, wishes to 
correspond with Boosters, and so do Asta and Sara 
Enorson, Box 2, Point Roberts, Washington. 

Norwood, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I think the New Wee Wisdom will be very 
nice, and I am so eager to see the Puzzle page. Our Club is going to 
take supper and go to the Zoo next Saturday. The Zoo is a place 
where they have all kinds of animals, you know. I love to see Tarson 
eat—Tarzon is a monkey that plays the piano and ukelele, and eats his 
meals from a table. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. 
With lots of love, Mary Louise Schreiner, C. C. Club. 
La Sal, Utah. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I received my Booster Pin and was very 
proud of it. We had a program at the closing of our school, and it 
was certainly good. We also had a ball game and a dance. You 
are very welcome in our home, Wee Wisdom, and | wish some of the 
Boosters would write to me. I also wish some of the Boosters would 
tell of their demonstrations. Yours in Love. Idona Willdon. 

Idona sends a little song, ““The Bluebirds Nest’” which 
we haven't room to publish this time, but it will be put into 
our file for future use. 

St. Francis, Kan. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you that I vote for a 
larger Wee Wisdom. One day I had all the signs of the mumps, but 
grandma and I both declared that God was never sick and he was my 
health, and I soon was all right. I am so glad I know Wee Wisdom 
and have learned her prayers. With lots of love to the Boosters, I 
am yours, Stella Tood. 

Wee Wisdom is glad to have Stella for a friend, as she 
is like all the boys and girls who put into practice the Truth 
they know. 
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By Mary 


Lesson 15, Sunpay, JuLy 13, 1919. 
BAPTISM—Matt. 28:18-20; Acts 8:34-40. 
Gotpen Text—For as many of you as were baptized into 
Christ, did put on Christ.—Gal. 3:27. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson) 


The most of our orthodox churches baptize with water, but we be- 
lieve that baptism has a deeper meaning than this. The true baptism 
is of the Spirit, and it means cleansing or purifying our minds. We 
must be willing to let go to the uttermost of everything that does not 
measure up to the highest Truth we know before we can come fully 
into the Christ consciousness, and receive the baptism of the Spirit. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


Is the outer form of baptism necessary No. It is the change of 
consciousness that counts. 

Explain what baptism means to you. 

Is it sufficient to be baptized with water once, and then to trust 
that ceremony for salvation? No. The baptism of the Spirit is 
something to be experienced daily. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LeEssonN—Through the awaken- 
ing of the Spirit of Truth in me, I am baptized into the Christ con- 
sciousness. 


Lesson 16, SunNpDay, JULY 20, 1919. 
THE LORD'S SUPPER.—Matt. 26:26-30; I Cor. 11:23-26. 


GotpeEN Text—For as often as ye eat this bread and drink the 
cup, ye proclaim the Lord's death till he come—I Cor. 11:26. 


(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 


Jesus Christ often taught in parables, because people were not 
ready to understand the Truth fully if it were taught any other way. 
For this reason in the Lord's supper, he gave the people bread to 
represent the inner substance of his body, and wine to represent the 
life. The eating and drinking together represents a spiritual banquet 
to which we are all called, that we may realize and appropriate the 
Substance and Life of the Christ body. We partake of the Lord's 


Supper whenever we affirm in the Silence spiritual life and substance. 
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Questions for the Children to Answer 
Why did Jesus often teach in parables? Because people had to 
be taught as little children, and they needed something they could see 
with their outer eyes to convince them. : 
How do we keep the Lord’s Supper? By meditating and affirm- 
ing spiritual Life and Substance in the Silence. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—! contlinually partake of 


the Lord’s Supper by daily appropriating the life and substance of 
Spirit. 


Lesson 17, SUNDAY, JULY 27, 1919. 
CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP.—Phil. 4:10-20. 


Go_pEN TExT—/f we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we 
have fellowship one with another—I John 1:7. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson) 

This is a lesson on true friendship. The basic principle of our 
teaching is that God is Love, and we, being his offspring, must inherit 
and express that Love to one another. We must realize that all men 
are brothers, bound together in the Brotherhood of Christ, and in the 
kingdom there is no “great or small.” Jesus Christ first established a 
loving relationship with the Father, then with his disciples, and then 
with all mankind, and this is what we must do also. This forms a unity 
of spirit which brings peace and harmony of mind, and health and 
perfection in body and affairs. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Give in your own words, one way in which Christian Fellowship 
is being demonstrated today. 

What is the first thing we must realize in expressing true Chris- 
tian Fellowship? The Omnipresence of Love. 

What results come from being in harmony with our fellowmen? 
Peace of mind, health of body, and prosperity in our affairs. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEesson—I love my neighbor as 
myself. 


Lesson 18, SuNpDay, Aucust 3, 1919. 
CHRISTIAN WORSHIP.—John 4:1-10; 19-24. 

GotpeN TExtT—God is a Spirit; and they that worship him must 

worship him in spirit and in truth—John 4:24. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson) 

The Samaritans, which we read about in this lesson, were a mixed 
race. They represent in us, mixed thought. Jesus was passing through 
the country where these people were, and his mission was to preach the 
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gospel to them. That means there is in us the Spirit of Truth who 
will preach the gospel to our mixed thoughts, and teach them the way 
to peace and harmony. This Instructor will show us how to worship 
“in spirit and in truth,” if we will but recognize him. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What do the Samaritan people represent in us? Mixed thoughts. 

What is the true way to worship God? “In spirit and in truth,” 
or in the Silence. 

Does loud praying and much arguing show a truly worshipful 
spirit? No. We meet God in the Silence of our own souls, and 
there commune with him. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEesson—By knowing and doing 
the will of God I worship him in spirit and in truth. 


THE FOURTH O’ JULY 


ING! BANG! Boom! S-z-z-z-! It’s here 
—our glad and joyous Fourth o’ July, and this 
year we have a new cause for rejoicing, so let 
us demonstrate to the world our joy and glad- 
ness. I wonder how many of the Wees had 
an opportunity to witness the great joy and 
confusion that reigned in the big cities on the 
day when the firing ceased over across the 

waters? It seems to me the demonstrations of joy on that 

day must have been similar to those on July 4th, 1776. 
Of course you all know that is the day the Declaration of 
Independence was signed. I can see the old State House 

in Philadelphia—the big Liberty Bell swinging in the 

steeple, and I can imagine it was waiting with impatience the 
old bell-ringer’s tug at the rope, to proclaim liberty through- 
out the land. 

The streets of Philadelphia were crowded with people, 
eager for the first news that the Declaration was adopted. 
Suddenly there comes a little hush, just as there does before 
the proclamation of any glad tidings, and then—my! hear 
that old bell ring! Freedom! Independence! Liberty! 

Can you not picture the same scene one hundred and 
forty two years later? Only instead of the Liberty Bell 
there were whistles, bells, horns, and every conceivable 
thing that would make a noise. There was the same glad 
note of rejoicing throughout America, and the keynote of 
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the celebration was “‘Peace.’’ So in our celebrations this 
year let there be the same note of gladness, the same rousing 
enthusiasm, but let there also be a little prayer for the 
speedy coming of that World-Peace which shall proclaim 
to the nations of the earth the Fatherhood of God, and the 
Brotherhood of man. 


CORNER 


A CHAT ABOUT THIS AND THAT 


When we drove in at the big gate 
Saturday, the red hollyhocks were all in 
bloom to welcome us. It was a gala 
occasion, for we had come to “‘Friendly 
Maples” to stay until September this 
time. No more going back to the city 
on Sunday night to wait until the next 
Saturday before coming out again. 

We are all glad to be here. It is a 
splendid place to celebrate Independ- 
ence Day. A certain little red-headed girl I knew many 
years ago always called this ‘Fourth of July month,” a 
though that were the only day in the month. So far as she 
was concerned it was the only one of importance. 

This year the fourth of July is very important indeed, 
for we have earned the right to celebrate freedom. We are 
free from so many things. We are free from any idea 
we may have had that we were not as brave and true 
and unselfish, way down inside, as we ought to be. We 
know now that our men and boys are brave and our women 
and girls unselfish, We know the stuff we are made of 
under the surface, and we are glad. So we are celebrat- 
ing our freedom from doubt and fear, and at the same time 
we are celebrating our joy that we are true children of 
God. 

We wish you could all come out and celebrate with us. 
All the flowers on the place are blooming as beautifully as 
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ever they can. Grandfather’s sweet-peas are trying to keep 
up with my roses, and the result is certainly worth seeing. 

They are cutting wheat in the field across the track. 
Last year the binders said, ‘Plenty, plenty of strength and 
life for our soldiers,” but this year they sing, ““Peace and 
Contentment, and time to enjoy.” 

Curtis’ garden is doing very well this year. I began 
buying produce from him some weeks ago. He charges a 
good price, but his things are always fresh, and then he 
washes them and they are delivered to my door. That is an 
advantage. 

We hope some of you have gardens of your very own. 
They are wonderful things—gardens. You plant tomatoes, 
onions; and lettuce and you gather beside these things, 
health, strength, happiness and purity. Or maybe you pre- 
fer a flower garden. I do. Well then, you plant sweet- 
peas, nasturtiums, marigolds and pansies. Oh yes, and 
roses, and roses, and roses. In each bunch of color and 
fragrance you find hope, peace and bushels of sunshine and 
laughter. In the fragrance of the roses you breathe love. 

There is a little verse I learned long ago that I love to 
remember : 


“The kiss of the sun for pardon, 
The song of the birds for mirth; 
One is nearer God’s heart in a garden, 
Than anywhere else on earth.” 


Violets! Violets! Dainty and sweet. 

A mass of violets under my feet. 

When there are violets, pretty and blue— 
Who'd fail to see them? Not I. Would you? 


Joy thought! Kind thought! Thoughts full of Light, 
A world of thoughts that are happy and bright. 
When there are glad thoughts, pure and true, 
Who'd choose a sad one? Not I. Would ua , 
—Blanch. 


Roamyne Brown, Manning, Kansas, sends a_love- 
offering for which he has our thanks, and he wishes some of 
the Boosters to write to him. 


Old Dame Cricket, 
Down in the thicket, 


Brought up her children of nine, 


Queer little chaps, 


In glossy black caps, 


“My children 
“The birds 


And brown little suits so fine. 


she said, 


are abed; 
Go and make the dark earth glad; 


Chirp while you can!" 


And then she began, 


Till, oh, 


They chirped 


Wi hat a con 


They hopped w 


neert they had! 


ith delight, 


all night, 


Singing “Cheer up! cheer up! cheer 


Old Dame Cricket, 


Down in the thicket 


1 


wat awake till dawn to hear. 


Nice 


ch ildren 


she said, 


“And very well bred; 


My darlings have done their best: 


Their naps they must take; 


The birds are 


awake, 


And they can sing all the rest.” 


—Selected. 
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